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Beneath, a river's wintry stream
Has shrunk before the summer beam,
And left a channel bleak and bare,
Save shrubs that spring to perish there:
Bach side the midway path there lay
Small broken crags of granite gray,
By time, or mountain lightning, riven
From summits clad in mists of heaven;
For where is he that hath beheld
The peak of Liakura unveiled ?

They reach the grove of pine at last;
"Bismillah !8 now the peril's past;
For yonder view the opening plain,
And there we'll prick our steeds amain :'*
The Cliiaus spake, and as he said,
A bullet whistled o'er his head;
The foremost Tartar bites the ground!

Scarce had they time to check the rein,
Swift from their steeds the riders bound;

But three shall never mount again:
Unseen the foes that gave the wound,

The dying ask revenge in vain.
With steel unsheathed, and carbine bent,
Some o'er their courser's harness leant,

Half shelter'd by the steed;
Some fly beneath the nearest rock,
And there await the coming shock,

Nor tamely stand to bleed
Beneath the shaft of foes unseen,
"Who dare not quit their craggy screen.
Stern Hassan only from his horse
Disdains to light, and keeps his course,
Till fiery flashes in the van
Proclaim too sure the robber-clan
Have well secured the only way
Could now avail, the promised prey ;

8 " In the name of God ; " the commencement of all the chapters of the Koran but
one, and of prayer and thanksgiving.